
Funeral homily for Janice Krogh: 

In her fine book “Wait till next year: a memoir”, Doris Kearns Goodwin, an American historian, recalls an enchanting 

moment form here early childhood: the graduation of her older sister, Charlotte from nursing school. She writes, 

“The ceremony was beautiful. About sixty student nurses marched in a solemn line toward the stage, lighted candles in 

hand. The glow from the candles cast a strange and wonderful light on their faces. “Why are they carrying candles?” I 

whispered in a loud voice to my mother. She explained that the candles were in honor of Florence Nightingale, the 

founder of the nursing profession, who carried a burning light as she tended wounded soldiers in a makeshift military 

hospital during the Crimean War, earning herself the name “Lady with the Lamp”.” 

In Our Lord’s memorable Sermon on the Mount, he implored his disciples to be bearers of the Divine Light; “Let your 

light shine before men in such a way that they may see your good works, and glorify your Father who is in heaven. (Mt. 

5:16)” 

Jan Crowe earned her nursing degree from the Samaritan School of Nursing in Troy. For forty-seven years she cared for 

the sick, in particular those who were afflicted with the blood cancers. Years ago she cared for me while I was a patient 

at the Albany Medical Center. On a daily basis, she put into practice one of the corporal works of mercy: caring for the 

sick. Like Florence Nightingale she would, in the late hours, walk among the beds, checking the patients with an 

understanding smile on her face. In the words of Saint Paul, she was a child of the Light. She brought a mother’s touch to 

the bedsides of the sick. She offered them comfort and peace. 

On the night of the Last Supper, Jesus prayed aloud, and was heard by his disciples who were present for the event. He 

said, “I have finished the work which you gave me to do”. Now he could return home. 

We came from God. To God again we go once our earthly pilgrimage ends. And we finish our vocation as Jesus finished 

his--- on the cross and nowhere else. 

“It is finished”. These are one of the last words spoken by Jesus on the cross. The word does not mean, as you might 

expect, “Thank God, it’s over”.  No, the words simply mean that Jesus completed his mission. He persevered until the 

end of his life. He loved us to the bitter end. 

Jan Crowe completed her earthly mission. Her pilgrimage ended at the age of seventy. After forty-seven years of labor as 

a nurse, mother, wife and grandmother, she can now rest. Clearly, she is most deserving. 

This life of ours is not the end of all. We are hard-wired for eternal life.  The Easter candle that burns in our church today 

is a symbol of the Risen Christ. For us Christians, death means life is changed, not ended. 

From the cross Jesus spoke words in a loud voice and not a whisper. He cried, “Father, into your hands I commend my 

Spirit”. This morning we commend the soul of Jan to Our Divine Lord. 

Eternal rest grant unto her, O Lord and let perpetual light shine upon her! 

 


